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BER. You are doing this to please some one.

ARG. I understand your meaning: you always harp
on that; my wife seems to be much on your mind.

B^R. Well, yes, hrother, since I must speak plainly,,
it is your wife to whom I refer ; and I can no more
endure your infatuation for the medical profession
than your infatuation for her, or to see you run
headlong into every pitfall she prepares for you,

Toi. Oh ! Monsieur, do not talk of Madam ;
nothing can be said against her, she is a woman
without guile, one who loves Monsieur, who loves
him ... ah ! how she loves him !

ARG. Just ask her how she caresses me.

Toi. Yes, indeed.

ARG. The anxiety my illness causes her.

Toi. Certainly.

ARG. And the care and trouble she takes over me.

Toi. Just so, Let me convince you, and show you
at once how Madam loves Monsieur. Monsieur,
allow me to show him his mistake and teach him
his error.

ARG. What do you mean ?

Toi. Madam will soon return. Lie down full length
in that chair and pretend you are dead. You will
see how sorry she is when I tell her the news.

ARG. Very well;, I will.

Toi. Yes; but do not leave her too long in despair or

.   it might kill her.

ARG. Trust me for that.

Tor. (to B^ralde). Hide yourself in that corner,

ARG. Is there no danger in counterfeiting death ?

Toi. No, no : what danger could there be ? Just
stretch yourself there. (Whispers.) It will be a
pleasure to give your brother the lie. Here is
Madam. Keep quite still.